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The men who rallied to his pennant would fight for
the fruits of victory, and fight well, but there was no
point in fighting unless they were to live to taste the
sweet fruits of victory. Not for the Arab were the
mass tactics of the modern text-book. He appreci-
ated the power of modern arms, the gun of heavy
calibre, the machine-gun, the aeroplane, and he
took almost an infantile delight in the pyroclastic
efficiency of modern high explosive, but only so far
as they served the individual or the unit.
He could not envisage a vast mass movement
where the action of many diverse arms was co-
related. True, there were one or two remarkable
occasions when the seemingly impossible actually
occurred, but these were fortuitous and freaks of a
freakish war. Feisal, although well versed in modern
tactics, had to mould his campaign upon tribal
temperament and individual aspirations, and he
sought mobility as his chief weapon. By day he
was like the snipe in the heavens, zig-zagging,
erratic, difficult to kifl. A good shot is he who bags
a snipe, and with the Turks he was never in much
danger.
At night he was as a wolf, silent padded on his
swift-moving camels, fangs always bared, and invari-
ably at that spot where he was least expected. His
very name induced terror in a much harassed enemy;
the mere deployment of his unruly soldiery within
sight of post or fort the harbinger of death or igno-
minious surrender. He had his way because every-
thing that he did was in inverse proportion to modern
military discipline. The better disciplined the enemy,
the more it relied upon form and set manoeuvre.